crying?  Impossible. That sort of Englishwoman didn't -
know how. She probably had something in her eye. I
walked on.

The detective waiting for me at the gate had been
changed. Now it was a short, stout man in a flat straw
hat who wandered after me down to the post office.

I got straight through to Beghin.

'WeE, Vadassy? You have the particulars of the
cameras?5

'Yes. But the question of Schimler ...'

'I have no time to waste. The cameras, please.'

I started to give him the list slowly so that he could
write it down. He snorted with impatience.

'Hurry, please. We have not all day, and the call is
expensive.

Nettled, I rattled off the list as fast as I could. After
all, it was I who was paying for the call, not he. The man
was impossible. I concluded the list, fully expecting to
be asked to repeat it. But, no.

'Good! And these three without cameras?*

'I have questioned Schimler, that is, Heinberger. He
says he has no camera. I have had no opportunity to check
the English. They have, however, a pair of field-glasses.5

CA pair of what?'

Tield-glasses.'

cThat is unimportant. You will concern yourself only
with cameras. Have you anything else to report?'

I hesitated. Now was the time___

'Hello, Vadassy. Are you still there?5

'Yes.5

'Then don5t waste time. Have you anything else to
report?5

'No.'
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